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LANGA! CLANGA! CLANGA! Go the bells of 
Votre Pater. The Real Ghostbusters are in for a 
real hum-dinger of a time when they come face-to- 
face with Quasilogo, a ghost who really has got the 
hump. It seems that the boys should run like the 
clappers from this beastly bell-ringer, but not 
everything rings true in this week’s Winston’s 
Diary! 
There's a fantastic competition in this week’s THE 
REAL GHOSTBUSTERS in which you could win a 
NatWest World Savers Wildlife Kit. And if that isn't 
enough for you, there’s the fourth instalment to 
Ghost Gangsters Il, and most of your regular spooky 
favourites. Don’t forget to look out for next week's 
issue as there is a fabulous Monster Munch 
competition. So don’t dare miss it! 


CONTENTS 


Dr Url WiVigetnrn isp cipicte ces raetes terse 3 
Spengler S SPF GUE iy .psvscscundisvinstivetiidiaidetisve--. 8 
Winston's Dian! conic eos... 10 
NatWest World Savers Competition ...........:ccce 13 
Ghostbusters’ Fact File: Green Bog Gobbler!......... 14 
Ghost Gangsters Il!— Part FOU ..........:ccceeeeeeeees 15 
DOGG TUG! ooicssssccecy ones lata ler ogee RR eI 6s hs 21 
SUPRISE TAG Lois si ccacapne ec bsG phason tees ne mI bes fo uaice 22 
Next Week BOx .ic:.:..:..-caccchauvastelepeeiieetetat prensa -e8- 23 


Blimey! it’s Slime! «......005.5. coinage 


Cover by ANTHONY WILLIAMS and DAVE HARWOOD and JOHN BURNS 
Editor STUART BARTLETT Assistant Editor DEBORAH TATE 
Spirit Gude DAN ABNETT 


THE REAL GHOSTBUSTERS™ js published by MARVEL COMICS LTD., 
13/15 Arundel Street, London WC2. THE REAL GHOSTBUSTERS title, 
logo design (including the HQ logo featured on this page) characters, 


artwork and stories are copyright © 1984 Columbia Pictures 

Suneavorcmeuatons Industries, Inc. and copyright © 1990 Columbia Pictures Television, a 
division of CPT Holdings, Inc. All rights reserved. The GHOSTBUSTERS logo and logo 
design are licensed trademarks from Columbia Pictures Industries, Inc. All other 
material is copyrignt © 1990 Marvel Comics Ltd. All rights reserved. No similarity 
between any of the names, characters, persons and/or institutions in this magazine 
with any living, dead or undead person or institution is intended, and any such 
similarity which may exist is purely coincidental. Printed in the UK and distributed by 
Comag. 


be 


l THAT OVER — 


2? as 


THERE, THEN? Bee 


DOCTOR LIVINGSTONE, } 
I PRESUME... 


IT'S- IT'S 
SOME SORT 
OF EXPLORERS 


L AM DOCTOR UNLIVINGSTONE, ia : HERE'S ANOTHER REPORT ON THAT 
THE EXPLORER FROM BEYOND fe SPOOK EXPLORER... THE GUY IS 


NUTS - HE THINKS HE'S JUST 

a ; ee DISCOVERED THE PYRAMIOS 
5s Ws 
. sgn’) 


“9 


GOOP LUCK TO 

HIM, RAY’ UNLESS 
SOMEONE'S PAYING 
THE CHEQUE, HE'S NO 
CONCERN OF OURS! 


VERY PUBLIC SPIRITED OF 
YOU / BUT NOW, SOMEONE 
18 PAYING THE CHEQUE - 
AN? YOU HAVE 

GOT TO APP- 

REHEND THAT 
APPARITION / 


aa GLENN DAKIN @art ANTHONY WAN Lettering GLIB QO colouring STUART PLACE 


WE'RE | THE REAL GHOST- HER MATESTY'S << A FAMOUS BEI- 
BUSTERS, PAL -NOT THE GOVERNMENT ¢ 
APPARITIOWAPPREME NOCERS! CAN'T PERMIT 
SUCH SCANDA- 
; LOUS BEHAVIOUR! 


DISCOVERING 
THINGS THAT 
HAVE ALREADY 


WHOLE 
NATION LOOK 
SILLY? 


Te 


S NUMBER’S UP! L : HE'S NOTA coopers igh My ite: 
His STUMPS HAVE 7 IT YOU WANT IMAN/ I DON'T CARE WHAT 
\ iS TO BUST YOU DO ASLONG AS Me S BACK 
SHIM? INTHE PAVILION FOR GOOOZ 


LATER, AT THE BEACH... “a HEY, QUIT 


"HEY, LOOK 
AT TH18/ 


I WONDER WHAT ANOTHER 
SPOT OF 


TEA, 
OIMKINS? 


RATHER / 


THEN WE CAN 


GET ON WITH 
DISCOVERING 
NIAGARA 
FALLS THIS 

EVENING... 


JGON'T WORRY, DIMKINS/ 
THESE VOODdO BONES 
) L PICKED UP IN THE 


CONGO WILL 
WARD THEM OFF.. 


VOODOO 


SORRY TO BREAK 


UP THE PARTY/ 


L'VE SUDDENLY 
TURNED SUPER- 
STITIOUS/ 


Dy, 


BACK ATHQ...| HE'S A TRICKY 
_\ CUSTOMER, 

HAVEN'T you \ \_ SiR... 

CHAPS CAUGHT] = =—s oO > 

THIS BOUNDER / © 


THE 
|] REAL GHOST- 
| BUSTERS MET 

THEIR MATCH? 


BUT EGON HAS 
GOT A CUNNING 


IT'S RATHER, 
ERR.,, AWKWARD, 
WHEN THE 
GHOST COULD 
APPEAR ANY- 


WHERE IN 
THE WORLD... 


BECAUSE YOU 

ALWAYS HAVE 
A CUNNING 
IMPORTANT LAN, EGON: 
BUSINESS / 


BO YOU THINK WE 
KEEP YOU AROUND 
FOR YOUR LOOKS? 


{ ACCORDING TO MY 
CALCULATIONS, DR. } 
UNLIVINGSTONE 

MUST TURN UP 
HERE SOON ... 


| SURE’ WHAT CRAZY 


EXPLORER COULD 
RESIST DISCOV- 
ERING A GROOVY £ 
P-PLACE LIKE 
TH-THIS/ 


BUT HOW DO WE SToP 

HIM BEFORE HE SETS 

HIS BONE BUDDIES 
ON US? 


L'VE_ BROUGHT 
A SECRET 


cael 


\\ care ae ip 


SILENCE, DIM- 
KINS/ NOTHING 
MAY INTER- 
RUPT OLIR 
GLORIOUS 
» NATIONAL 

ANTHEM { 


HE HEA 
NATIONAL ANTHEM, DR. UN- 
LIVINGSTONE SUDDENLY CAME 
TO HIS SENSES, REALISED 
HIS PUTY, ANO STROVE MAN-f 
FULLY INTO THE TRAP... 


SOMETHING , 
LIKE THAT, SiR... 


CONGRATULATIONS 
EGON - BUT CANT YOu 


Here is your chance to win a Wildlife Explorer's Kit and 
at the same time help protect the environment and save 
endangered species. 

NatWest has joined forces with the World Wide Fund 
For Nature (WWF) to support a selection of major activities 
\_ throughout the world. 

NatWest World Savers is giving away ten Wildlife 
- Explorer's Kits in this easy to enter competition. The kit has 
> everything you need to study Wildlife:- 


Five runners up will receive a special World Savers T-shirt 
and monkey haversack. 

By opening a NatWest World Savers Account you could 
help NatWest support WWF . With every account opened, 
NatWest gives £1 to WWF. Whilst your savings are growing 
so are the donations made to WWF. For every £1 in the 
account at the end of the year NatWest gives a percentage 
as a further donation. These donations help to contribute 
"up to £1 million each year, to support WWF's highest 
~ Priority conservation projects. When you open your account 
you receive a World Savers pack which includes a badge, 

/ membership card, medal, pen and stamp album. Each time 


= | you deposit money into the account you will be given 


{ either a stamp to collect or a sheet of stickers to stick on 
“an African wall frieze. The choice is yours! 

Simply look at the three questions below and fill in the 
correct letter on the entry coupon for the answer which you 
think is correct. Eg if you think that there are 15 varieties 
of fish around Britain write B next to 1 on the entry coupon. 


Entry is open to everyone except employees and their families of NatWest Bank, its 
associated agencies and employees and their families of Marvel Comics (publication) 
Only one entry per person will be accepted. Entry must be on the official entry 
coupon and signed by a parent or guardian. The winners will be notified by post. The 
judges decision is final. No correspondence will be entered into. A list of winners will 
be available six weeks after the closing date on receipt of an S.A.E. The closing date 
for entries is August 31st 1990. No entries will be accepted after that date, 
Promoter - National Westminster Bank 


1. How many species of fish can be found around 
Britain? 


2. Approximately how many birds contaminated with 
oil are found dead on the British beaches each year? 


3. How many miles of coastline are around the U.K.? 


Fill in the answers on the entry coupon and complete the 
tie-breaker in no more than 15 words. 

Stick the completed entry coupon to the back of a 
postcard or sealed envelope, write the name of the comic 
on the top left hand corner and send it to : 

World Savers Competition, 154 Great Charles Street, 
Birmingham, B3 SHU. 

To arrive no later than August 31st 1990. 
Do not worry if you are not one 

of the 10 lucky winners. 

If you are aged between 7 

and 12 you can open an 

account of your own at 

your nearest branch 

— all you need 

is £5. 


Parent's Signature 

I || 

I Tie - Breaker — The NatWest World Savers account is 
worthwhile because 


ADVERTISEMENT 


ake sure that you get your 
copy of 
every week! With your 
parents permission, fill in the order 
coupon with your name and 
address and hand it to your 
newsagent, telling him whether 
you want your copy reserved for 
collection or delivered to your 
door. 


To my newsagent: 
Please reserve me a copy of 
Marvel's 


comic every week. 
Reserve it for collection*/ 
Deliver it with our regular 
paper order* 
*Delete as applicable. 


INANE fore ieralsuereces: Specs Wucneend 


SIGNATURE OF PARENT OR 
GUARDIAN 


ce ee 


WINSTON S-Di 


A DAYINT THE LIFE OR WINSSONZEDDMOR Ee 


>) 


Art ANTHONY WILLIAMS, and DAVE HARWOOD and JOHN BURNS 
10 


eae 


Wednesday, 18th July 1990 

When Egon hauled Ray and me off in 
ECTO-1 saying we'd been called out on a 
bust by the Society of Campanologists, we 
expected an elaborate en route briefing 
about the cult of the demon-god, Campa- 
nos, the consistancy of his slime, the 
nature of theunder-demons, the length of 
his big sharp pointy teeth etc etc. We 
were wrong. Campanologists don’t wor- 
ship some nasty arch-spirit | in secret. They 
ring bells. 

"It's the correct term for those skilled in 
the art and practice of bell-ringing,” Egon 
explained as we drove along. “They're 
holding some sort of gathering at the 
home of the society president and 
apparently, they've got some sort of 


-problem.” 


They had some sort of tower too. A vast 
and ancient brick steeple stood in the 
front garden of the president’s posh 
estate, and we could see it from miles 
away. 

“What's that?” | asked as we drove up. “1 
don’t know” replied Egon. 

“What's that?” we all asked as we climbed 
out of the car to greet the president of 
the society, who hurried to meet us over 
the lawn. 

“It's the bell tower of the medieval 
cathedral of Votre Pater in France. The 
cathedral has been falling down for the 
last few years and the French government 
had threatened to demolish the tower. 
My society raised the money to save it by 
performing sponsored twenty-four hour 
bell ringing and we had it shipped over 
here brick by brick and rebuilt. It’s a 
wonderful example of the Gothic campa- 
nile, don’t you think?” 

“It's a bell tower,” Ray decided. 

The president was a fairly normal looking 
man, except that he was wearing bell- 
bottom trousers. That was a bad sign. It 
meant he took his hobby too seriously. 
Egon takes his hobby too seriously too, 
and look at the trouble that’s caused over 
the years. 

Other members of the society crowded 
round (they were all wearing bell-bottoms 
too, Ray and | noticed with a rising sense 
of alarm). 


“What seems to be the problem?” Egon 
asked. 

"Well, as soon as we realised something 
was wrong, we gave you a ring...” began 
the president. The rest of the assembled 
campanologists sniggered. Ray shifted 
uncomfortably and whispered to me, “He 
made a bell joke and they all laughed. 
This could be even more awful than we 
thought.” 

“Are you sure?” | asked. “It could have 
just been a coincidence.” 

"I'll check,” Ray replied and raising his 
voice asked, “We got here as fast as we 
could. Winston drove like the clappers.” 
There was general, thinly disguised mirth. 
“Uh oh,” | murmured. 


“We didn’t believe it at first,” chimed in 
another bell-ringer. “When Gerald told us 
he’d seen a ghost in the tower, we 
thought he had bats in his belfry.” 
“Anyway,” giggled the president, “it 
seems we are being haunted by the ghost 
of Quasilogo, the hunch-backed _bell- 
ringer of Votre Pater. His spirit must have 
been shipped over here in the brickwork.” 
“Quasilogo?” mused Egon. “That name 
rings a bell!” At that, several society 
members passed out due to hyperventila- 
tion and had to be sat down and given 
hot tea. “How did you know it was 
Quasilogo?” Egon went on, unaware of 
the damage he was causing. 

"Just a hunch,” exploded the president 
and we walked off to investigate the 


tower leaving forty society members 
writhing on the lawn with their legs in the 
air, like flies zapped with industrial 
strength Swat-A-Bug. 
“Lovely,” remarked Ray as we climbed the 
rickety staircase to the ninth (or possibly 
the tenth) floor of the tower. “Did they 
import all this cobweb muck and grime 
from France as well?” 

Egon ran a reading over the gunk with his 
gigameter. “Ghost lichen and debris,” he 
muttered. “This: is: a. full-environment 


manifestation, composing the conditions 
of the original site out of ectoplasmic 
residue. Most authentic.” 


The grinning gargoyles looked authentic 
too, especially the one whose grotesquely 
ugly face stopped being a water spout 
and rose up above us on top of a 
hunched, distorted and capering body. 
“Strange men fear Quasilogo, hate him 
for his ugly face. . .” bewailed the dancing 
figure as it leapt from the ledge and 
swung above our heads on a long bell- 
rope. “Even the moon is scared of 
Quasilogo. Quasilogo wishes he was made 
of stone like the gargoyles ... Go back! 
Go back!” 

Ray unshipped his Proton Gun in one fluid 
motion. “We're The Real Ghostbusters, 
bozo!” he cried, “and when we've 
finished with you, the only ringing you'll 
hear will be in your ears!” ‘ 

A sudden change came over the ghastly 
figure and he dropped down to our level. 


“Ghostbusters, you say?” he asked in a 
surprisingly normal voice. “At last, some- 
one who'll take me seriously.” 

“You're not,” he added, “you're not 
going to make any bell jokes are you?” 
It didn’t take the monster long to explain 
his story to us. He’d become the ghoulish 
inhabitant of the tower back in medieval 
times for a pretty decent wage when the 
archbishop decided having a monster in 
the tower was good for business and gave 
the cathedral an interesting atmosphere. 
He was actually quite a normal bloke (it’s 
amazing what you can do with cotton 
wool pads in the cheeks and a lunchbox 
strapped to your shoulders). “I had a great 
time being a figure of dread and fear,” 
Quasilogo told us, offering us a sandwich. 
“| just can’t stand this place though. They 
insist on making jokes all the time. It’s 
driving me barmy. | caper out of the 
shadows with my best ghoulish gibber 
and there's just a peal of laughter. Sorry, 
now I’m doing it.” 

It was a delicate matter. We had to 
carefully explain to the campanologists 
that they wouldn't have any more 
problems if they reacted with fear when 
Quasilogo turned up, refrained from 
making any bell jokes in his earshot and 
left a round of cheese and pickle 
sandwiches on the tower steps each 
morning. In return, we explained, they'd 
get a charismatic and attention-grabbing 
feature in the tower that would draw the 
tourists in from miles around. We man- 
aged it in the end. We just had to clamp 
our hands over Egon’s mouth everytime 
he seemed close to using the words 
‘clapper’, ‘ring’, ‘chime’, ‘struck’, ‘rope’ 
and ‘pull’. 

“Do you think it'll work,” Ray asked as we 
drove home. “Will they co-exist in peace 
and harmony, or will we be called back in 
a week to sort it out?” 

“If we are called back, it'll 
Quasilogo,” | replied. 

Egon frowned. “Pull the other one,” he ~ 
said, and immediately regretted it. 
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In. his momentous tome 
Ancient and Pointy Repea- 
ters of the Dark Continent, 
Dr. Blake Harkness relates 
the phantoms of Herbert 


Gormless Stubbley and Dr. 


Henry _Liverbird ~—= which 
appeared with great regu- 
larity each night near his 
game lodge. Stubbley was a 
reporter sent out by his 
newspaper late last century 
to track down and interview 
the famous African explorer 
Dr.Winkley Sloppmonceaux. 
7 Unfortunately, the news- 
paper gave Stubbley a 
photo of the other explorer 
Henry Liverbird by mistake 
and Stubbley spent ten 
years until his death, chas- 
ing Liverbird around Africa, 
convinced that he had 
found the right man and 
that Sloppmonceaux was 
just a bit reluctant to talk. 
Each night, the apparition 
would be the same. The 
shimmering figure of Stub- 
bley would approach a 
phantom tent and call out 
cheerfully ‘Dr. Sloppmon- 
ceaux, | presume?” and the 
ghostly Liverbird would 


throw down his quill and . 


come stomping out moan- 
ing ‘I'm not Sloppmon- 
ceaux! How many times do 


| _ | have to tell you? Will you 


leave me alone please ... 
I'm sure you're following 
me around Africa, aren't 
you?’ 

Stubbley eventually died 
when the massive packs of 
camping equipment used by 


By 


Liverbird, inexplicably cut 
loose from their place 
lashed to the backs of the 
pack elephants, fell on the 
hapless reporter. When told 
of the accident, Liverbird 
was mortified that the 


_ world of exploring should 


lose such a fine individual, 
as is clear from the poignant 
and stirring words Liverbird 
spoke at Stubbley’s grave- 
side — “Whoops. Oh well. 
That's exploring for you, 
matey.” 

Stubbley and Liverbird 
aren't the only phantom 
explorers in the world. 
Fishermen out at sea off the 
Whitsun Islands in the South 
Pacific, report seeing a 


ghostly shape sailing in ° 


towards the lethal reefs on 
dark nights. It is the phan- 


tom of the Con Carne, a> 


massive raft made of reeds 
and old washing-up bottles 
built by the Norwegian 


..anthropologist Torn High- 


erpay, who wanted to prove 
that the ancient Aztecs 
watched Blue Peter. Torn 
met his end when the Con 
Carne was driven into the 
reef by hurricane-wracked 
seas. The fishermen report 
being able to hear his 
ghostly last words: “Great. 
The Aztecs invented mari- 
time navigation, the 
straight rig sail, watertight 
wood preparation, food 
storage and scurvy preven- 
tatives. Why, oh why didn’t 
they find a way of building 
a brake on these things...” 
Visitors to the ocean explor- 
ation ship, Caruso, now on 
display in Florida, have 
reported hearing the spec- 
tral voice of its last owner, 
the French ocean explorer, 
Jacques Cointreau. The 
voice seems to come out of 
the very wood of the boat 
and says “And so, | descend 
in ze cage, surrounded by a 
veil of bubbles. Above me, 
ze smooth white underbelly 
of ze Caruso cuts sro za 
water. Soddainly, a Great 
White Shark appears, and 
eats me up, every last bit.” 
Of all the  exploration- 
related ghosts, however, 
none is more inexplicable 
than the spirit of Eric the 
Puce, the Viking who disco- 
vered Bongolia. The ghost 
has been seen walking out 
of the supermarket in 
Walthamstow, looking 
around and muttering 
“Wish | hadn't burnt my 
boat.” i 


What's green and red all over? 
Slimer with measles! 


— David Scaman, Yarburgh 


What is green and sits in the 
corner? 

The Incredible Sulk! 

— Oliver Fleming, Plymouth 


What's a ghost’s favourite 
dessert? 

Ice scream! 

— Christopher Eagles, Warwick 
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Slimer wants your 
jokes! Send’em 
to: SLIME TIME 

‘Marvel Comics Ltd 
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London 
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What do sea monsters eat? 
Fish and ships! 
— Anon, Belfast 


What do you call a spider with 
no legs? 

A currant! 

— Darren Bermingham, Dublin 


What do vampires cross the 
sea in? 

Blood vessels! 

— Anon, Co. Down 
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uardians’ written consent (if under 18 years) to Toy Token/Car Promotion, PO Box 123, Uckfield, East Sussex TN22 5UX. 
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One would have expected 
the Everglades in Florida to 
be an idyllic spot for 
fishermen, right? Wrong! 
Lurking beneath the cool, 
calm water lived the 
meanest and greenest of 
critters, the Green Bog 
Gobbler. He got his kicks 
from chasing cars, wrecking 
boats, and generally souring 
the soup at 100 yards. This 
eight foot tall dangerous 
drip was definitely no 
fisherman's friend! 


THE 


GHOSTBUSTERS 


The Gobbler, however, 
came to a sticky end thanks 
to Winston and the ingenuity 
of Egon’s invention; a 
contraption designed to bust 
all amphibious free-roving 
apparitions. And so the 
creature was lured from the 
depths towards the Trap by 
the subsonic pulse, proving 
to be Winston’s best ever 
catch. This was one fish who 
had definitely had its chips! 


. , Part Four: It’s time for the 
| , = . final showdown between 


The Real Ghostbusters, Fu 
as Fang, The Ghost Gangs- 
: ters and The Crime Pat- 

rol! But who will win? 


THE NEXT NIGHT, THE GHOSTBUSTERS 
APEROACH THEIR PESTINATION 
r/ A 


PLUS, MY INSTRUMENTS 
CORTING 


G 
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BESIDES, ONLY SOMETHING WITH 
THE EXTRA ROOM COULP LET US ITS NOT, REALLY. IT'LL 
PULL OFF WHAT WE’VE GOT GET US AROUNP TOWN, BUT 
PLANNED FOR TONIGHT. THE ENERGY INTENSIFIERS AND 
THE SUPER-THRUSTER | 
POWERS STILL HAVE TO 
BE FINISHED. 


| THEY HAVE ARRIVED IN 
| ONE OF THE STRANGE 
AIRSHIPS THEY HAVE IN 
le THIS ERA. 


MY ILLUSTRIOUS 
PRESENCE. atl 


AND SINCE THIS IS A PEACE WITHOUT MY INSTRUMENT 
SUMMIT, YOU WILL LEAVE I'M AFRAIV MY FUTURE 
YOUR INSTRUMENTS WILL ENV ON A BAP 
AT THE DOOR. NOTE. 


v 


NG 
VY AFTER ALL, ONE \ 
CAN'T BE TOO / 
CAREFUL WHEN 
DEALING WITH THE 
LEGENDARY 
GHOSTB. 


T GUESS I DION'T HAVE TO GO TO LET'S SHOW HIM WHAT 

THE TROUBLE OF VISGUISING THE THE NEW GUYS IN 

PARTICLE- THROWERS AS TOWN CAN VO7 
GUNS AFTER ALL. 


Vian 
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MIT Ful FANG HE 
CONTROLS THOSE ZOMBIES 
\ is MENTALLY-” 


7 


) TASN@ 


DLESOME 
LP 


HOW COME NO ONE EVER SAYS 
MY NAME WITH EXCLAMATION] 
MARKS UNLESS I GOOF LP?, 


YOUR / $ SOI™M 
MINULESS MINIONS RETURNING IT 
NEVER IMPRESSED TO THE LUST YO! 

ME.” RAISED IT FROM. 


WHY ARE YOU AFRAID TO 
FACE ME, FU FANG 7 
RUNNING FROM ME IS 
NOT AS EASY AS YOU 

BELIEVE # 


Im DEA THLESS. 
AS ALWAYS” 


THE BODY WAS AN OL? 
CLONE OF HIMSELF... A 
DOUBLE THAT HIS SPIRIT 
| CONTROLLEP, YOU’RE JUST 
A FALE SHAGOW OF WHAT 
YOU WERE, Fu 

FANG.“ 


| OF COURSE” NOW THAT TM 
| CLOSE ENOUGH TO READ YOUR, 
| MING YOUR SECRET |S 
REVEALED“ 


TURF NOW, 
FANG Y 


YOUR REIGN 
OVER THIS SECKET 
EMPIKE HAS ENVEP, 
FOREVER.” 


MG 
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“YEAH, BUT FOR AN 
OLD CRIME-BUSTER 
YOU LOOK PRETTY 

YOUNGS 


| 
MY FATHERS BEEN GONE 


FOR YEARS. T INHERITEV HIS 
HOME -- (TS A TREASURE TROVE 
OF MEMORIES OF THE CRIME 

PATROL. THE CRIMSON 

CRIMEBUSTER CONTACTED 
ME THERE. 


I‘M ALAN WEINBERG. 
MY FATHER, ROBERT, 
WAS THE REAL 
LUNAR AVENGER. 


Pas 
WELL, I GUESS THAT 
FU FANG |S youR 
PRISONER NOW, ISN'T 
HE, ME. HAZZARTP 7 


NO. HE'S YOURS, JUST AS HE 
SHOULD BE. AFTER ALL, THIS IS 
A NEW AGE, ANP YOL(“RE THE 

CRIME PATROL NOW / 


THE ENO! 


his is the tale 

of a wealthy 

English land- 

owner by the 

name of Han- 
nah Beswick, who became 
obsessed with the idea of 
having her possessions 
taken from her by ‘those 
money grabbing Scottish 
clansmen!’ 

The year was 1745 and 
Bonnie Prince Charlie and 
his army had advanced 
south across the border, 
without any actual plans 
to pay Hannah a visit. 
However, the Lancashire 
spinster was so afraid at 
the thought of the invad- 
ing Scots, that she kept 
her money and valuables 
hidden from sight. 

Aside from the Tartan 
Army, her other fear was 
to be buried alive! This 
was fairly understandable 
considering the fact that 
her brother had :been 
pronounced dead, whilst 
unconscious. The local 


SQ, 


eee SS 


doctor had examined Mr 
Beswick after he had 
taken poorly, and then 
gave permission for fune- 
ral arrangements to be 
made. The unfortunate 
man ‘came to’ during the 
funeral service as he lay in 
the open coffin,  sur- 
rounded by flowers! Han- 
nah thus left instructions 
in her own will to be 
buried above ground, 
insisting that her body be 
laid out in her home every 
twenty-one years! And so, 
in 1768, after Old Hannah 
passed away — for real — 
her corpse was mummi- 
fied, coated with tar, and 
wrapped in linen, though 
her face was left unco- 
vered. 

Over a hundred years 
passed by, whereupon 
Hannah's wishes were 
adhered to. However, 
people in authority at the 
Manchester Natural His- 
tory Museum decided to 
give Hannah a_ proper 
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burial, much to her agita- 
tion! Her distraught spirit 
returned to the site of her 
home at Hollinwood, on 
the outskirts of Manches- 
ter, dressed in her regular 
uniform of black silk dress 


and white lace cap. Her 


ghost became a common 
sight, roaming aroundina 
rather distressed state 
upon the site where the 
old barn once stood, 

The sprawling house 
was eventually purchased 
by a property developer 
who converted it into 
smaller dwellings to be 
rented to local cotton 
workers and labourers. It 
was during the renova- 
tion that Hannah Bes- 
wick’s fortune was unco- 
vered and the ghost was 
so outraged at the loss of 
her golden fortune that it 
returned regularly to the 
site, looking as angry and 
menacing as any Scottish 
clansman! 


ft 


a ti 


yo ae ers 


AO 


i 


a 
ral 
e 
6 
= 
A, 
: 
ES 
e 

= 
Li 

Zz 

mS 
jv 
=) 
Lad 

w 
ae 
> 
& 
el 

i 

Lad 

4 


OMPLETI 
cone 
FHL SVH JINL YoOivLloy .SaLLvws AINO 


AsdideSalLYvVWS WOYS ,FaKL YOIVLOY, 335y4 V NIM O01 << <YaMSNV 


uo @ 


